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was sure. He told me stories of their past, of his arrest and of
his wife among the crowd of onlookers at the trial, listening to
his sentence—she despised any emotional manifestation, but
when she saw him the next day in his prison shirt she cried for
the first time. He talked of her with pride, above all he had
a pathetic belief that we should like each other.
At Christiania, the Soviet representative, Litvinoff, met us.
While he talked with Kameneff on the station platform I stood
awkwardly alone, overwhelmed by a dismal sense of being out of
my element. I learnt later that Litvinoff asked, " Who
accompanies you ? A spy ? "
When we arrived at the Grand Hotel a jazz band greeted our
ears rather incongruously, but was soon lost again when the
door of the lift slammed upon us hastily, and we were conveyed
upward. Jazz ! A sort of kaleidoscopic reminder of the life
I had definitely turned my back on.
It was late in the evening, it was the end of a long day's
train journey, I longed to go to bed but I little knew my
Russians. This was a mere preface to my initiation. Long
conversations took place, tedious because not a word was
understandable, and crowds of people appeared unendingly.
The hotel servants were rude. I did not know if this was
because all Norwegians were naturally ill-mannered, or because
they disliked Bolsheviks.
They would not give me a room, they said the hotel was full.
I could not get any hot water or a bath, they said the bathroom
was reserved for gentlemen! A secretary of the delegation
offered me her room; she would stow herself with a friend. I
was confronted with a bed and someone else's used sheets. I
have to laugh now in recollection of my disgust. In all my
sheltered life I never had slept in someone else's sheets. I had
still much to experience before I learned to appreciate a good
soft bed in a first-class hotel, even if the sheets were used sheets.
I was sad that night. Kameneff had suddenly become
transformed into a preoccupied stranger. I had to become
familiarized with him in this r61e.
The next night we travelled to Stockholm and were met
at the station in the early morning by the head of the Swedish
Socialist party, who drove us to the Grand Hotel. The Grand

